Into Belgium
WHEN I returned to Paris, I found I was
due for leave.  I decided to spend this
one in P&igord and leave by car at nine
o'clock in the morning of the loth May.  On the
loth May at half-past eight, I turned on the wireless
*... an announcement/ it said, cby the Ministry
of Information... /
I was suddenly apprehensive: these broadcasts by
big names had so far brought us more bad news than
good. And this time Frossard told us of the
invasion of Holland, of Belgium, and the King of
the Belgians' appeal.... All officers on leave were
recalled.
I caught a train leaving the Gare du Nord at noon.
It was fall of French and British officers and I had
to stand in the corridor. Spirits generally were high.
They were relieved, many of them said, that the war
had started at last. Wives who had come to see their
husbands off were waiting on the platform until the
train pulled out. Through the window of the next
carriage, a captain in the infantry was giving
instructions to his wife.
cYou can take the notes in the left-hand drawer of
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